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ing his cheek as she might with a child.    * Not
too loud.    And then------?'

* Well, he came to London to work his way
into Will Henries' counsels. You saw him at the
Ball that night. He gave a black account of me
to Herries, worked promises out of him and then
returned to Whitehaven to show them that lie
had power in the City, while I diced and drank.
. , . Oh, it was true enough! Every word was
true. . . .

' Then when I had fled from London to
Christiania he knew all of it. He must have been
spying into every corner. I started some business
in Bergen. Not much, but something. It was
doing fairly, and I meant to return to Whitehaven,
show them my steadiness, make all well again.
For I knew Wix cared for me in his heart. ... I
hadn't heard that Stane had told him all the
London affairs, my debts, the scuffle in the Coffee
House, everything. He came over to Bergen,
Stane, I mean. He pretended that it was an
accident, but I knew well what it was.

' We met in an inn-room above the sea. He
was victorious. He had a letter from Wix to say
that they were ended with me in Whitehaven,
that I had best never return to England. Stane
was triumphant. It was the moment for which
he had been working so long. His face was lit
up. He had a wart on his right eyelid. Be-
hind his head on the green wall there was a map
of China and the Indies. I can tell you, Judith,
that I all but killed him there, drove his head
into that yellow map, there, just where China was.